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sorry to have followed the advice of the Capuchin, who
seriously believed I was a doomed man. I think he must
have got wind of the affair from the confession of some
servant who had taken the blood to the sorceress. I was de-
termined that the countess should never guess I had dis-
covered her little plot, so I was more polite to her than
ever. It was lucky for me that she pinned her faith in
witchcraft, or she might have had recourse to hired assassins
to revenge her.
I made her a present of a fine mantle; and as I was kiss-
ing her hand—
CI dreamt/ said I, 'that you were so angry with me you
hired ruffians to murder me.5
She blushed violently, and said she had not taken leave
of her senses. After that I left her very pensive, plunged
in a gloomy reverie. Whether she thought better of it or
not, I cannot tell, but at any rate she ga^e me no f urthei
cause for complaint.
The reader will remember the two pretty cousins to whose
house Barbaro had taken me, and whom I had met again
at the masked ball. I had become very friendly with the
brother of one of them, an officer, and through him was
now an accepted visitor at the house. The girls were con-
sumed with a desire to go to a grand masquerade which
was to be given in Milan, and in which their parents would
not allow them to take part. I offered to manage it for
them, but they declared that some one would be sure to
recognise them. I was determined to carry it through. I
hired an apartment of four rooms, in a lonely street; an<J
when I had got so far in my preparations, asked permission
of the young lieutenant.
CI see no objection; only a certain young nobleman, a
great friend of mine, and an admirer of my cousin, ought
to be of the party.'
'With all my heart. Be ready, all of you, on Sunday, at
twilight. We will meet, sup together, after that we will

